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Strawberries 


Author's Notes: 

This one-shot is directly inspired by Grace Slick's autobiography Somebody to Love?: A Rock-and-Roll Memoir 
and the story she tells in chapter 26 of the book about her one-night stand with Jim Morrison (the chapter is 
aptly named Strawberry Fuck) while The Doors and Jefferson Airplane were touring together in Europe in 1968. 
There were apparently strawberries in Jim's hotel room and they played with them before sleeping together. | 
don't know why but | felt like writing about that. 


And as a side note, it's great to be writing first person and be the voice of such a badass woman and artist! 


| wasn't sure how to talk to him becouse my previous attempts at communicating with him, making small talk 
or asking mundane questions had only earned me incoherent replies. Granted, we were both drunk and high 


most of the time but still... 


Yet, somehow, | didn't mind the lack of verbal exchanges. Jim was cryptically attractive and he wasn't even 
doing it on purpose. He was just in his own world and only sometimes graced us with his presence and 


consciousness. 


He liked me. That much | was sure of. He wouldn't have let me come in his room otherwise. | had seen him 
being candidly honest and turn down people who wanted to approach him. If he wasn't in the mood or didn't like 


someone, he wouldn't hide it. 


When he opened the door of his hotel room, he greeted me with a dreamy smile and moved away to let me 
walk in. He didn't ask any question, perhaps because he had guessed why | was there. He just went back to his 
bed, nonchalantly. 


| looked around. It was pretty much the same room than the one | had, with the only difference that mine had 
twin beds and | was sharing it with someone else. Jim had the room to himself and he had clothes and other 
things scattered around on the floor and on the chairs. There were ashtrays and beer and whisky bottles here 


and there. Nothing unexpected or out of place till | noticed a tray with a large bowl of strawberries on the 


coffee table. 


In retrospect, | think | saw it because it was the only pop of color in a room that was otherwise blandly 
drowned in many shades of magnolia and eggshell paint. The scarlet red of the strawberries was so violently 
bright that it was almost obscene. | touched them, carefully at first, and then pushed my fingers inside the 
pile of red fruits. They were very cold The ones that were in the center of the pile felt like they were frozen 


The ones that were on top were a bit more lukewarm. 


When | asked Jim if | could put the tray on the radiator next to his bed in order to warm up the fruits, he 
nodded but told me the heat wasn't on. | didn't really pay attention to Jim's comment and went ahead and put 
the tray there anyway. Pointlessly, of course, but | didn't care about the fruits. 


Jim was comfortably sitting on the bed, shirtless, tucked against the pillows and he was looking at me like | was 
some strange creature. He didn't move when he saw me coming closer and bring the fruits by his bed. When | 
was out of the way, he extended his arm to grab a strawberry from the tray. His gaze never left me and | 
was too enthralled by the way he was staring at me to notice what he was doing. It's only when a playful smile 
grew across his face and | noticed his forearm moving that | saw he had squeezed the strawberry in his hand. 
His fist was still clenched and the red juice was running in-between his fingers and dripping on the cream- 
colored bedspread. He opened his fist and had a glance. He shook his hand a little to let the fruit pulp fall from 


his palm and then proceeded to pick a second strawberry and did the same. 


By the third strawberry, he was laughing and he had me laughing too. | think that's what he was trying to 
achieve, unless he just really wanted to feel strawberry juice dripping out of his hand, which was entirely 


possible. 
| was sitting at the bottom of his bed and was fully enjoying to be part of the fruit slaughtering contest and 
to be making a mess. It was so childish and silly but at the same time, it was one of the most sensual things | 


had ever done with someone without touching them. 


| didn't pay attention when Jim suddenly got up and went to check something in one of the drawers of the 


dresser that was on the opposite wall. | continued to play with the fruits and only stopped when | sensed he 
was standing behind me. | was sitting on the edge of the bed and felt his left hand on my shoulder. | also heard 


some sucking noises and figured he was licking the strawberry juice off his fingers 


| titted my head up to look at him. He gazed down at me and took his fingers out of his mouth to brush them 
against my lips. 


"Now we can fuck," he simply said. 


